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Another Smashing Cartoon by 
Louis Raemaekers in This Number 


Puck is now a 
fortnightly publication 





Facing the Powder 

















Born 1820 
—still going strong. 
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The Critic: ‘‘‘APPAREL OFT PROCLAIMS THE MAN.” 


The Super-Critic: “True. THat’s wuy ‘JoHNNIE WALKER’ Rep LABEL Is KNOWN AS THE 
WHISKY OF good TASTE.” 


Every drop of Red Label is over 10 years old before released from bond. 


GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 


Agents: WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Lrpv., Wuisxy Distitters, KILMARNOCK, Scottanp. 
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Puck’s Exclusive Fashions. Four Dainty Summer Designs by Henri de Bunque 





The New War Model 


HE charming new Summer frock, illustrated in the first 

figure at the left, is one of those ultra modish trifles so 
dear to the heart of the economical woman of fashion in these 
days of self-sacrifice. ‘The war-time note is neatly struck in 
its great simplicity and its studied economy; less than four 
hundred and eighty yards of garnet gabardine are required 
for the skirt. The severely straight silhouette, in the pre- 
vailing mode, will appeal irresistibly to the over-stout woman 
and those who require a loose wrap for work in the potato 
field. The price of this 125 h.p. costume is only $9,500. 
It has an all-aluminum body on a Rolls-Royce chassis and is 
a wonderful hill climber. 

Figure number two shows a chic little riding costume suit- 
able either for straddle or side-pommel. It is extremely je 
ne sai quoi and chock full of individuality. The wearer is 
certain to win the interest of other equestriennes on the bridle- 
path in the Park. The skirt is cut so that the back of one’s 
horse will be completely protected against sunstroke. The 


For the Equestrienne 
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For the Sea Shore A Novel Romper 


material is of sky-blue foulard with chocolate eclair cylinders 
and the spare wheels are fastened to the running-board with 
white tulle edged with silver lace. 

The third design is a delicious, if rather extreme Parisian 
bathing costume of ecru satin with special speedster body 
and adjustable windshield. ‘The petticoat is of red flannel 
with a dash of Chantilly lace and the motor in the rear axle 
acts as a differential. All in all, the frock is flimsy, fragile 
and daring enough to be an expression of the most ethereal 
seaside mood. Note the exhaust pipes and the horn. 

The small figure displays a smart little Victoria with a 
detachable top. As a romper for the garden or the seashore, 
this child’s frock meets every requirement demanded by care- 
ful mothers. The rounded treatment of the tonneau, the 
extra wheel and the character of the upholstery, all contribute 
to make this sporting model decidedly distinctive. Price with 
winged cowl and tilted radiator $5,000 f.o.b. Paris. In our 
next issue we will give the ladies another fashion treat. 




























“I flatter myself that I know how to choose a hat.”’ 
**Yes, Genevieve, you flatter yourself.”’ 


Uncle Sam’s “IF” 
With a bow to Mr. Kipling 


IF I have kept the peace when all about me, 


Men fought like fiends, and trampled on me too, 
If I can trust my courage though they doubt me; 
And now can prove their scornful doubts untrue. 
If I can plan and not give out my planning, 
And being spied upon, don’t deal in spies; 
Or being “fanned” can do my share of “fanning,” 
Yet do not act too good, but very wise; 


If I can war and not make Mars my master, 
If I can conquer and keep freedom’s aim, 
If I can meet with triumph—not disaster, 
(How can a nation treat them both the same ?) 
If I have heard my Monroe Doctrine spoken— 
Sneered at by Kings to use as bait for fools, 
Or stand to see the land which bore me broken; 
And wait to build it up with mended tools: 


If I can take one look at all my winnings 
And risk them all in warfare’s pitch and toss, 

And win—and start again at my beginnings, 
And never whine about my painful loss; 

If I can use your brain and brawn to save me, 
For freedom like I used my fore-sons, gone, 


And fight for right upon the seas which lave me, 
While “Pacifists” all shout to me “Hold On!” 


If I can fight and still hold “Peace” a virtue, 

Or treat with Kings and keep my common touch; 
If I can show them freedom hasn’t hurt you, 

But is the thing that makes you worth so much; 
If I can come right up unto the minute 

With all the plans that T have now begun, 
The victory is mine, I’m SURE to WIN it 

And then I know you'll be a MAN, my son! 

—Genie Griffin De Wolfe. 


Foe 


“How do you know he’s an enemy of religion 2” 
“He advises everybody to hear Billy Sunday.” 








Human Pig Fodder 


The terrible indictment in the Raemaekers cartoon on the 
opposite page is based on fact. 

The Germans send their dead to a factory where the fat 
is extracted from the bodies and turned into lubricating oils, 
and everything else is ground down into a powder which is 
used for mixing with pigs’ food and as fertilizer. 

Here is the English translation of a message sent by Herr 
Rosner from the Western front to the Lokal-Anzeiger: 

“We pass through Evergnicourt. There is a sickly smell, 
as if glue were being boiled. We are passing the great Corpse 
Utilization Establishment of this army group. ‘The fat that 
is won here is turned into lubricating oils, and everything 
else is ground down in the bones mill into a powder which 
is used for mixing with pigs’ food and as manure. Nothing 
can be permitted to go to waste.” 


A Sure Fire Ad 


“Did you ever know positively that an advertisement pub- 
lished in your paper got results?” asked the man who don’t 
believe in advertising. 

The Editor scratched his head and studied a while, then 
he said: 

“Yes, one. One that I am positive brought results.” 

“What was it?” 

“Well, one time I lost my umbrella and I put in a short 
notice telling the finder to keep it.” 

“Well?” 

“He did.” 


























‘‘Excuse me a minute, Miss, my nickel rolled under here!” 














(See Article on opposite page) 





Fritz as Raw Material 


GERMAN CHEMIST OF THE CORPSE-CONVERSION FACTORY: All Highest, every German who is killed 
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means a bigger dividend. The raw material costs us nothing. 





Drawn by Louis Raemaekers 

























































The Dawn of Love 


“How did you first learn that you 
wars F >” 
loved me, sweetheart ? 
“I found that I got very angry when- 
ever I heard anybody calling you a brain- 
less idiot.” 


Taking No Chances 


“You need not pay me now,” said the 
dentist as his patient took out his purse. 

“I’m going to count my money be- 
fore you give me the gas,” was the sig- 
nificant answer. 

Not Acquainted 

STRANGER (frying to be friendly): 
How is your health? 

Mr. Curonic (gruffly): How do I 
know? I haven’t had any for five years. 


Mother Goose Economy 


Old Mother Hubbard went to the 
cupboard, to get her poor doggie a bone; 
but when she got there, she decided, in 
view of the high cost of living, that she 
had better use the bone for herself. So 
she subjected it to scientific chemical 
decomposition, added water, and pro- 
duced therefrom a soup, a sweetbread 
patty, a Yorkshire pudding, and a choco- 
late dessert. Faithful Fido, meanwhile, 
eagerly partook of the delicious odors. 


In Print 


JupitH: So Harold is trying to sup- 
port himself by writing? Has any of 
his work been printed ? 

Janice: Yes; three positions-wanted 
ads. 
































**Isn’t Mignon the lucky girl—”” 
**Why ?”’ 
‘Oh, she’s going to marry a hatcheck boy!”’ 





A Scene on the Ohio River 





Ladies’ Cbservation Parlor. 


The “Homer Smith” is a steamboat 
nlying between Pittsburgh and New 
Orleans and its owners are advertising 
a Tour de Luxe down “The Hudson 
of the West.” From an elaborate cir- 
cular, printed in two colors, we repro- 
duce the above view of “The Ladies’ 
Observation Parlor” aboard the palatial 
“Homer Smith.” Also we pause to in- 
quire why the prominence of the cus- 
pidor in the immediate foreground? 
Women very generally smoke in these 
progressive days, but do the Ohio ladies 
also chew? Or is the utilitarian object 
a silent appeal for Votes for Women— 
equal rights, so to say? 


Getting at the Truth 

Many tiffs had takcn place between 
the attorney sor the plaintiff and the at- 
torney for the defendant. “The attorney 
for the plaintiff, at the close of one of 
these altercations, turned sternly to the 
witness on the stand and asked: 

“And so on the twelfth of the month 
you called on Mr. Triehart ? Now what 
did Mr. Triehart say?” 

The attorney for the defendant 
jumped up hotly from his seat and cried: 

“T object, your Honor!” 

Thereupon the question was debated 
for half an hour pro and con. Elaborate 
arguments were presented on both sides, 
authorities were plentifully cited, and at 
moments the judge was obliged to inter- 
pose in order to prevent physical hostili- 
ties between the learned counsel. At last 
the judge decided that the question was 
allowed, and the attorney for the plain- 
tiff triumphantly repeated what he had 
said, this time with no rude interrup- 
tion: 

“Now, witness, on the twelfth of the 
month you called on Mr. ‘Triehart. 
What did he say to you? The exact 
words, mind.” 

The witness: ‘He wasn’t at home.” 


All Play 
Rastus: My Mirandy’s done got a 
fine job. 
Pastus: What do she do? 
Rastus: She squirts de starch thru 
her teeth down at dat Chinese laundry. 


At Magazine Verse Rates 
The best of bards in modern times 
Regard it no disgrace 
To turn out cunning, little rhymes 
Like these—to fill a space. 
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THE N IN RHYM 


Verses by BERTON BRALEY Drawings by MERLE JOHNSON ‘ 


Puck’s poet in the guise of reporter, aided and abetted by our live-wire artist, is on the job of serving you with the news of 
the day hot from the bat of actuality. Pegasus hitched to the band-wagon of fact, is backed up to your front door with a budget of 
the world’s doings. Wuxtry! The News in Khyme. 

































Conscription is started Brave Italy’s striving Just here we must chant a 
And persons faint-hearted To share in.the “driving” Brief verse on Atlanta 
Are likely to blink and to blench; Which England and France have begun, Which suffered a terrible fire; 
It does make one nervous And on the Izonzo We might also mention 
To contemplate service Her men have got on so As worth your attention 
Somewhere in the mud of a trench. That Austria’s starting to run. The fact that our food’s getting higher. 


Some spies of the Kaiser 
Are sadder and wiser. 
They’re guilty, a jury has found; 
The war loan is lagging 
And Congress needs gagging— 
It’s deeds that we want—and not sound! 


With no small dejection 
We make a correction; 
Last week we said: “Teddy will go 
To France with his legion 
To fight in that region.” 
But President Wilson said “No!” 
























’ . P : DO YOUR>s 
ad Now Sweden is seething OND - 
Yet T. R.’s endeavor With anger, and breathing BOE NG 
Was fruitful, however, Her wrath at the U-boat campaign; al 
It woke up the army command. Such ruthless destruction ORLY 
And now they are hatching Has raised quite a ruction 
Their plans for despatching In Holland and Norway and Spain. 


Some regular troops—quite a band. 


The submarine ravage 
With energy savage 
And brutal and murderous mirth, 
The Kaiser determines, 
It seems, that the Germans 
Shan’t have a friend left on earth. 


With Pershing to lead ’em 
They'll battle for freedom 
Along with the U. S. Marines, 
Who’re ready for slaughter 
On land or on water 
In all kinds of climates and scenes. 


As U-boat annoyers 
Our shifty destroyers 
Are scouting near Albion’s shore, 
There’s much satisfaction 
In seeing some action 
At last we’ve got into the war. 


From latest advices 
It seems that the crisis 
In Russia is over and through; 
Good news! We receive it 
With joy. We'll believe it 
When Russia starts fighting anew. 














Contemporary Cartoons 
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Brinkerhoff in the “New York Evening Mail” 


Eventually 
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“Harding in the “Brooklyn Eagle” 


A Too Obvious Trap 


Rogers in the “New York Herald” 


The Poison that Wasn't Eaten 



























































From the “Numero,” Turin 


Kaiser Bill Surveying New York: No cathedrals; no monu- 
ments! What satisfaction would there be in bombarding it? 
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kK TAG WAS COAL, We WALRUS SAD, 





“To TALK OF AAVY THINGS: 
OF SHOES —— 
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Bashan on the Bluff 
Boren was the most hectic and 


overwhelming nation that ever 

broke into the public prints. It 
was the Germany of Biblical times. It 
was especially noted for its bulls, which 
were the largest, loudest and most enthu- 
siastic bellowers ever known. ‘The bulls 
of Bashan correspond to the official Ger- 
man war reports, which contain about 
as much bull as did those of Bashan. 
Og, King of Bashan, was the world’s 
premier giant. From toe to heel, his 
foot measured forty miles. Everybody 
trembled at his frown until Abraham 
came along. Abraham had no respect for 
Og and spoke to him very sharply. In 
the words of the Rev. W. A. Sunday, 
he bawled him out. And this in spite 
of the fact that Abraham didn’t even 
reach to Og’s ankle. Og was so terri- 
fied at Abraham’s bawling-out that his 
violent trembling caused one of his teeth 
to fall by the wayside. Abraham took 
the tooth home and made a bedstead out 
of it. Then he came back with an axe 
and killed Og by hitting him on the 
ankle. Probably the bed was uncomfor- 
table. ‘There are a good many people 
who are afraid that the Kaiser is too 
much of a giant to be conquered. They 
needn’t be worried. Og had his Abra- 
ham; and the Kaiser has his Public 
Opinion. To quote Ruby Robert Fitz- 
simmons, “the bigger they are, the harder 
they fall.” 


Differing With Browning 


HE late Robert Browning, whose 

independent fortune enabled him 

to live in a Venetian palace and 
write poetry whose meaning was fre- 
quently so obscure that people still fight 
over it, once wrote some lines which 
have been included in a number of 
poetry anthologies. ‘The year’s at the 
spring,” wrote Browning, who hadn’t a 
care in the world, owing to the fact 
that the quarterly income on his British 
consols was ample to take care of his 
yearly grocery bill and still leave enough 
over to allow him to have the barnacles 
scraped from the gondola-landing of his 
palace, “The year’s at the spring, And 
day’s at the morn; Morning’s at seven; 


The hillside’s dew-pearled: The lark’s 





ALL YT 


on the wing; The snail’s on the thorn; 
God’s in his heaven—AIll’s right with the 
world!” It is unfortunate that people 
of today can’t have the same happy, care- 
free outlook on life; but the late spring, 
the daylight saving scheme, the cut-worm 
pest, the crows that threaten back-yard 
gardens, the prospect of overwhelming 
taxes and above all the War, make us 
reject Browning’s sweet and sappy lines 
with much energy and gusto. God is in 
his heaven without any doubt; but cer- 
tainly all is not right with the world. 


.* es « 
The Logic of Flamm 
ECENTLY a German privy 


councillor of the name of Oswald 

Flamm had a rush of frightfulness 
to the head and advocated through the 
columns of Die Woche (Berlin) a more 
severe treatment of ships encountered by 
German submarines. “If neutrals,” says 
the Flamm person, “were destroyed 
without leaving a trace, terror would 
soon keep seamen away from the danger 
zones and thus save many lives.” ‘This 
tends to bear out the statement of Dr. 
Ludwig Haas, who declares that “a tre- 
mendous abyss separates the logic of 
Germans from that of other nations.” 
Privy Councillor Flamm argues that the 
world outside Germany is inhabited by 
folk with the mental development of 
children, who will shriek and run when 
Germany makes a horrible Hohenzollern 
face at them and emits a Prussianized 
“Boo!” in the shape of Zeppelins, poison 
gas, child-murder or cathedral destruc- 
tion. Privy Councillor Flamm’s logic 
is about as sound as a rotten tomato; and 
Dr. Ludwig Haas deserves a leather 
double cross for waking up to the fact 
that German logic as a whole is about 
a million years behind the logic of other 
nations. 

*“* # 


Bird Gravel Contracts a Dread 
Disease 


ls price of bird gravel has gone 
up with a loud, resonant whizz. 
Economists of varying degrees of 
learnedness and near-sightedness have. 
pried into the whys and wherefores of 
the increased cost of bird gravel; but 
they have been unable to place their 
fingers on the inner reason for its ascent. 
There seems to be no tremendous in- 


SPEAKING 























































AND WHY IWE SEA IS BOILING _HOT— 
_____ AND WHETHER PIGS HAVE WINGS! 


crease in the number of pet birds here- 
abouts. There is no evidence at hand to 
show that pet birds are eating an in- 
ordinate amount of bird gravel, or that 
the gravel which is left over after they 
have eaten is being wantonly and _ reck- 
lessly thrown out with the rest of the 
garbage. Nothing leads us to believe 
that this nation faces any sort of bird 
gravel shortage. Apparently the supply 
of this commodity is as comprehensive 
and effervescent, not to say ebullient, as 
ever before. So far as is known, the 
bird gravel miners are mining the gravel 
with the same careless and whole-hearted 
abandon that has characterized their la- 
bors in the past. The economists have 
been forced to the conclusion that bird 
gravel is afflicted with the same con- 
tagious disease from which coal and gaso- 
lene are suffering. 
* * * 


An Attack on Loafers 
HE West Virginia Council of De- 


fense has begun its labors with a 

resonant crash by recommending 
to the legislature that all men between 
the ages of sixteen and sixty be forced 
to work. The Council of Defense sage- 
ly remarks that there is no justification 
for chronic idleness in times of peace, 
and still less justification for it in times 
of war. ‘These sentiments are admirable, 
and will strike a responsive chord in 
every patriotic breast. None the less, 
the West Virginia Council of Defense 
is treading on dangerous ground. Nay, 
more: it is dancing a Highland Fling 
on dangerous ground! Doesn't this 
estimable body of men realize that it is 
dealing a wanton blow at the politicians 
of our fair land? Doesn’t it understand 
that the police stations, city halls, state 
legislatures, post offices and Federal 
buildings of this great and glorious coun- 
try are infested with pasty-faced, soft- 
bellied, spongy-brained politicians who 
have scarcely done an honest stroke of 
work in their lives, and have no inten- 
tion of doing so—unless Councils of De- 
fense get after them and chase them into 
the open. Unless the West Virginia 
Council of Defense wants to be extreme- 
ly cruel to countless numbers of pro- 
fessional politicians, it should specifical- 
ly state that said politicians can keep 
on loafing and wasting money in spite 
of its attack on chronic idleness, 











The Fight Is On! 
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y W. C. Morris 
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The Preliminary Event 


The Department of Agriculture publishes a report showing that the winter- 
wheat yield is estimated to be the smallest for thirteen years and that there 
will be barely enough wheat harvested for the needs of the United States 
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A Definition 


The Answers to Correspondents Edi- 
tor was deeply engrossed in his arduous 
duties. 

“Here’s a guy who wants to know 
what musical instrument produces foot 
notes,” he called out to the sporting edi- 
tor. 

“Tell him a shoe horn.” 


The Soft Answer 


“| got tired asking the boss of my de- 
partment for a raise, so this morning | 
went right up to the Superintendent and 
struck him for it; told him I had grown 
gray in his service.” 

“What did he say?” 

“He said if | had worked anywhere 
else | would probably have grown bald.” 


His Only Plaint 


Tim Malloy, a Texas farmer, applied 
for naturalization papers. The judge 
asked him: “‘Are you satisfied with the 
general conditions of the country ?” 

“Y-yis,” hesitated ‘Tim. 

“Does the government suit you?” 

“Y-yis, yis, only bedad, I’d like ter see 
more rain.” 





Presiding Officer’ (At Court Martial) 
Why did you refuse to advance at the 
command ‘‘Charge’’? 


Private Cohen—I'm a ‘‘cash”’ soldier. 


Worse 


“So you don’t like Harold, dad?” 
questioned pretty Hilda. 

“No, he appears to be capable of 
nothing,” returned dad. 

“But what objection have you to Bil- 
ly ?”’ she pouted. 

“Oh, he’s worse than Harold. He 


’ 


strikes me as being capable of anything.” 








He studied canoeing at a correspondence school 






























In the Dark 


When I kissed her that night in the hall- 
way 
"Twas so dark that nothing was plain; 
And not being sure but I’d miss her, 
Why, ‘twas right I should kiss her 
again. 


‘There was darkness on everything round 
us, 
I was reaching in vain for the door, 
And the while I was seeking an exit 
It so happened I kissed her some more. 


And I wasn’t quite sure as I left her, 
As to whether she liked it or not; 

But | know that I sighed to be back there 
The farther away that I got. 


And the next time I called it so hap- 
pened 
That we stood in that passage once 
more 
And the hall light fell over and round us 
As I quietly moved to the door. 


But her red cheeks so roguishly dimpled, 
And her eyes shone so wickedly bright, 
That I guessed where her thoughts were 
a-straying, 
And I reached forth and snapped out 
the light. 
—Arthur Stevens, 


























Drawn by Perriton Maxwell 





From the Ancestral Tree—the Original High-Brow 


(See Poem on opposite page) 
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From the Ancestral Tree 


By Lewis ALLAN 
(See Opposite Page) 

I’ll admit, as I sit in my ancestral glade 
And stare from my.’vantage above, 
That the heart and the dart I’ve so clev- 

erly made 
Betokens the fact I’m in love! 


I am wise, note my eyes, they have seen 
all of life 
Since Time set a pace for the Earth. 
And I know all the woe and the terror 
and strife 
That Humans keep masked under 
Mirth. 


Now I find that mankind is a pitiful lot 
Bound down with conventional fetter; 
Some too mild, some too wild, and then, 
like as not, 
The others are really no better! 


You may laugh, you may chaff, but 
“love” is the word, 
I’m in love with Creation’s great plan 
Which made me the equal of beast and of 
bird 
And wiser and better than man! 


Oh, the heart is a part of each living 
thing 
(A wonderful, vuln’rable part), 
Ere man had evolved no heart knew a 
sting, 
(Take notice that man 


dart!) 


made the 


So I’ll stay tucked away in my ancestral 
tree, 
Viewing your strife, never ended ; 
I pity the humans I see beneath me 
Thank Heaven J never descended! 





Economy 
“You need a new suit. 
fully shabby.” 
“Why buy one now? The govern- 
ment may furnish me with one of khaki 
soon,” 


Yours is aw- 





Puck’s 


Scissored by Ethel Taylor 


Sillyettes 


Miss Fatima: Ow! I’m afraid of these awful black waves! 
Mr. Orleans: Come right along. We'll soon be in the margin where they can’t 


reach us. 


Giving Them a Chance 
Jack (at the telephone): Hello, Dol- 
ly! Will you go with me to the base- 
ball game tomorrow ? 
Dot.ty: Wait a minute and repeat, 
Jack. All the neighbors haven’t got on 
the wire yet. 


Too Literal 

“Mama?” 

“Well, my dear?” 

“What awfully queer ways these 
Western folks have, don’t they? I have 
been reading an article in the Stock 
Breeders’ Gazette that papa brought 
home and it says that cows should have 
corn fed to them in the ear.” 


Anticipation 
“Enj pant ED) 
“njoy your vacation: 
“Very much. I had a delightful two 
weeks planning where I could spend a 
fortnight.” 


Life In Bird Center 


Realism 
Critic (as the composer plays his 
last piece): Very fine, indeed. But 


what is that passage which makes the 

cold chills run down the back ? 
Composer: That is where the wan- 

derer has the hotel bill brought to him. 


The Seven Ages of Locomotion 
As Favored By Man: 


ee i ga dwvssaescs Roller skates 
ee 96 SR ink evceminsdess A bicycle 
At 20 years........4 A birch-bark canoe 
At 90 VORB. i sécccvaed A French racer 
At 45 years.... The 8:00 o’clock local 
3. pr re The taxies 
Re 9S VOM kis vsweun A wheeled chair 
Props 


“Wouldn’t it be awful if there were 
no telephones?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. Then there 
wouldn’t be any vaudeville playlets.” 
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‘‘Good-bye, Bill, I’m flying away to 
Bird Center.”’ 


‘‘Jumping grasshoppers! How did you 
get here? I left you back on the clothes- 
line.”’ 





‘‘Why, you poor gink! I’ve been here 
a week. See that stamp on my back? 
I came by parcel post!’’ 































Drawn by C. H. Forbell 


The Primadonna Sings a Lullaby 


Did She Break Her Promise? 
I know a young couple, Maude and Steven, who, just mar- 
ried, started on their honeymoon, as young couples should. 
Before the train was a minute under way the little wife 
snuggled close to her life protector, and looked up into his 
eyes. ‘Do you remember, dear,” she murmured, “how I used 
to use slang? But I promised you I would stop it forever 
when you asked me, and I have always kept my promise!” 
The new husband kissed his bride lovingly. “Yes, dear,” 
he replied, “you have kept your promise well, for never once 
since I asked you have I heard any slang issue from your lips!” 
“T would have promised you anything, Steven,” she an- 
swered. “There were so many girls after you!” 


Patriotism 

T is that passionate love 

of country which impels 
the frock-coated orator to 
embosom one hand while 
he waves the other before 
an awed multitude, elo- 
quently exhorting hishear- 
ers to die, if necessary, in 
defense of the princi 
for which he stands—at 
the rate of so many dol- 
lars an hour. It is that 
source of inspiration which 
causes the curbstone solo- 
ist, also the cocktail-drink- 
ing clubman, to sing the 
praises of his own private 
solutions of prevailing na- 
tional problems, the work- 
ing details of which are 
left to the other fellow. 
It is that profound emo- 
tion which a native son 
feels during a patriotic 
demonstration as he mum- 
bles incoherently while 
helplessly groping for the 
words of “The Star- 
Spangled Banner.” It is 
that deep and singular 
devotion which causes 
wealthy parents publicly) 
to offer their sons to the 
country, but which, for 
some inexplicable reason, 
causes them not to include 
in their generous offer 
any considerable part of 
the securities in their safe- 
deposit boxes. 

Patriotism, strictly 
speaking, is that quality 
which is utterly lacking in 
the quiet, humble citizen 
who neglects to shout his 
love of country from the 
housetops ; who, instead of 
bursting into wild ecsta- 
sies of hat-throwing at the 
sight of his flag, merely 
bows his head in reverent 
recognition of the symbol 
of liberty ; and who, when 
the supreme crisis comes, 
calmly bids farewell to 
his loved ones, fearlessly 
marches to the front—and 
never returns. 


“Yes,” he replied, his vanity flattered, “there were, and they 
all wanted me, too!” 
“T got you, Steve!” she whispered happily. 
Did she break her promise? 
—William Sanford. 


Opinionated 
“That young chap you are going around with is a regular 


pin head!” stormed Bertha’s father. ‘He doesn’t even know 
the value of money!” 

“Oh, yes he does, dad,” corrected the daughter. ‘He says 
he wouldn’t give a plugged nickel for your opinion on any- 


thing.” 
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Suggestion to patrons of art exhibitions 
who always find the most interesting 
pictures hung above the line. 


Lines Written in Time of War to 
the Proprietor of a Broadway 
Roof Garden 


Sir, if | appear to spoof, 
I implore your pardon; 
But why is it called a roof 
“Garden”? 


“Gardens” —pray forgive my ways; 
I’m a rather dumb thing— 
“Gardens” should be used to raise 
Something. 


Wheat or rye you do not sprout; 
Corn, I know, is not it; 
Onions—wait! I’ve just about 
Got it! 


Sixty cents for mayonnaise! 
Eighty cents for ices! 
Now I’m on to what you raise: 
Prices! 
—George 8. Kaufman. 


Kansas Candor 
A party of motorists in Neodesha 
found a man lying in the streets and 
picked him up; he couldn’t remember 
that anything had happened to him ex- 
cept that he had started down town with 
his wife—Coffeyville, Kansas, Journal. 
Some Bargain 
All modern dances guaranteed for 
$3.—Detroit News Tribune. 


Fair Warning 


For Sale: $5.00 suits; they won’t last 
long.—A ntioch, Kansas, News. 





They All Do It 


Forp Owner (in anguish as he discovers the theft of his car): My machine 


is missing! 


SECOND FLivverist (of experience): That’s nothing. Mine always does in 


wet weather. 


A Practical Hint 


“I can’t for the life of me understand why the young folks prefer to spend 
their time in those dark dens of vice and watching the degrading motion pictures, 
rather than go to a pleasant, well lighted church,” remarked the pastor. 


“p 


erhaps if you would darken the church they would like it just as well,” 









retorted the lost soul. 


What He Thought 






First Recuvar: That young college student is some puffed up over joinin’ the 


army. 


Seconp Recutar: Aw, he thinks the army joined him. 


And Then They Parted 


“By George, if it isn’t my old friend Bill,” said the seedy one as they met. 


“Tt’s been an age since we met. 


Say, didn’t you recognize me, old top?” 


“Not exactly, but I thought your hat was familiar.” 


Particular 


Jack: There is a rumor around that you are going to marry. 
BoarpInG House LANpLADY: When I marry it won’t be a roomer. 
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Social Types—The Master of the Hounds 





































Old-Time Ways 


HE times are changing. Yea, from day to day, 


We see the olden order pass away. 
The ancient homestead’s now a modern flat, 
The quaint sunbonnet is a pattern hat; 
The pies that mother made are laid at rest 
And so as well has ended the sad quest 
Of Weary Willie. Never, nevermore 
May sister pass a handout from the door. 
The grocer grim no longer sugars sand, 
The milkman stays his pump-becalloused hand; 
Old Dobbin—sad to say—has gone to seed 
Along with catnip and the pep’mint weed! 
The planting time no longer waits the moon, 
And dinner never, never comes at noon! 
The knife and pie has gone the way it should, 
The country “rube” has come to town for good. 
And mothers’ aprons long since disappeared 
Along with age and other things she feared ; 
*Tis father now instead of common “Pa.” 
One never hears the homely name of “Ma,” 
There is no lover waiting at the gate— 
He’s at the telephone—Ah well, ’tis fate! 
The curtain is rung down—those things are past! 
But don’t you sort of miss ’em, first and last? 

—Grace G. Bostwick. 


An Easy Solution 


SHE: Percy must have been crazy to have mar- 
ried that woman; why, she is old enough to be 


his mother. 


He: But you know, dearest, that she settled up 


all of Percy’s old debts. 


SHE: Yes, but she is a perfect stranger; no one 


in our set knows anything about her. 


He: That is too true, darling, and the best thing 


we can do is to treat her as an old settler. 








Drawn by W. E. Hill 


Pompous 


‘“‘Why did Smithson refuse to sign that agreement?”’ 
‘‘He objected to being called the party of the second part” 





the Hill to the Poorhouse 





An Efficiency Chart Too Familiar to All of Us 


Celtic Logic 


The Irish assessor had returned his books and the Board of Equaliza- 
tion was in session, when they called the assessor in and directed his 
attention to the fact that he had assessed a goat at eight dollars. ‘What 
authority had you for assessing a goat so high?” the chairman asked. 

“Sure, | had me instructions,” replied the Irishman. 

“There’s nothing like that in the instructions.” 

“Sure an’ don’t it say that all adjacent and abutin’ property shall be 
assessed at four dollars a front foot? And ain’t a goat abutin’s property, 
and ain’t he got two front feet?” 


“What are you going to do with that dollar bill?” 
“Gonna try to buy a dime’s worth of food with it.” 


An Open Letter to Colonel Goethals 


Dear Colonel Goethals :-— 

I have recently finished spading up a garden 
plot forty feet long by fifteen feet wide. Before 
beginning this monumental task, I never prop- 
erly appreciated the tremendous undertaking 
which you faced in digging the Panama Canal. 
Now, however, I am in a position to sympathize 
to the full with the many hardships and trials 
which you must have endured. Do you know 
of anything more annoying and curse-provoking, 
Colonel, than ramming your spade into a large, 
obese rock where you have expected to encounter 
nothing but dark brown loam? And isn’t it 
exasperating, Colonel, to get hung up on a tree- 
root when you are in a hurry to finish up for the 
day and go in to supper? I suppose you devel- 
oped some awe-inspiring blisters at your work, 
Colonel. I certainly did. And didn’t it make 
you tired to have two or three dozen mosquitoes 
start biting your ankles at the same time that 
upwards of a quart of perspiration took a notion 
to run down into your eyes? Whenever you 
have a day or so to spare, Colonel, I would be 
very pleased to have you visit me and look over 
my garden plot. I will show you just how I did 
it; and maybe my experiences will be helpful to 
you in case you ever have to dig another canal. 

With renewed congratulations on having dug 
the whole canal without dropping dead from fa- 
tigue and pettishness, I remain 

Very truly yours, 


Kenneth L. Roberts. 
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Now He Writes Reams 


When Jinks set out to be a bard 
He found the going very hard. 


The choicest verses he indited 
Were boomeranged and dynamited. 


The editors were heartless men 
Who frowned upon his fountain pen. 


Alas! He would have given up 
For bitter was his Fortune’s cup. 


But one day came a message terse 
That spurred him on to worse and verse. 


An editor—sly wag—opined 
(Although the poem he declined). 


“Dear Jinks: You’re strong on metric 
vapor; 
Such stuff is worth its weight in paper.’ 


“If so,” mused Jinks, “my soul, be 
bold! 
For paper’s worth its weight in gold.” 
—Elias Lieberman. 


No Novelty 


“If you go first, dear, you'll wait for 
me on the other shore, won’t you ?” ques- 
tioned the fond wife. 

“T suppose so,” returned her husband, 
with a sigh. “I never went anywhere 
yet without having to wait for you.” 























Who’s Zoo in America 


A characteristic pose of Arthur Bris- 
bane thinking up one of his editorials for 
the Hearst newspapers. Mr. Brisbane 
was snapped in the act of trying to swal- 
low one of his own statements. It is said 
that this moulder of public opinion, like 
Thomas A. Edison, is absolutely indif- 
ferent to his personal appearance. If, 
perchance, he should accompany our 
troops into the trenches of France, the 
Hindenburg line would give way to that 
greater line “I and my typewriter.” 


/ 


A snapshot of Secretary of the Navy 
Josephus Daniels dancing the sailor’s 
hornpipe in extreme joy over some of his 
recent accomplishments. He has tried 
to disguise himself with a set of false 
whiskers, but his benign countenance 
could not be hidden by so palpable, if 
highly modest, a subterfuge. Mr. Dan- 
iels is nothing if not graceful, in a frock- 
coated way, and his heel-and-toe pirouet- 
ting for the benefit of newly enlisted 
tars, is the pride of our naval fighters. 




















They’ll Need Them 


Visiror: There is con- 
siderable criticism against 
you, Casey. They say that 
you refused to allow your 
daughter to join the society 
for sewing bandages. 

Casey: Oi shure did. 

Visiror: What do you 
mean by such’ unpatriotic 
conduct ? 

Casey: Unpatriotic noth- 
in’. They said they were 
going to sew the bandages 
for our soldiers, "Tis an 
insult to our men, say Oi. 
Let thim make bandages for 
the Germans. They’re the 
byes who will need thim. 


As a Relic 
ETHEL: Oh, Charlie, 


would you just as leave 
propose all over again and 
do it into this phonograph ? 
CHARLIE: Why? 
EtHEL: Why, I want to 
have something to remember 
you by after you have gone 











Sympathetic Bystander: Here, Mister, you dropped your penknife 





in and spoken to papa about 
it. 
















































The “Coise of Liquor’—on the Stage 
By Alan Dale 








NCE again, the “coise of liquor,” 
Or this time sponsored by no less 

an authority than Sir James M. 
Barrie. Once upon a time, this was 
one of the most popular taints that a 
neat-minded hero could possibly endure. 
It was so easy, and so respectable—in 
fact there was a certain irresistible pro- 
priety about it that made it absolutely 
“nice.” It was an early Victorian taint 
that had nothing intrinsically unpleasant 
about it. ‘The best families did not ob- 
ject to it, and, at a pinch, it could be 
discussed at the dinner table, which was 
perhaps its starting point. 

* * % 

To-day we detest and refuse to ac- 
cept the “coise of liquor” as a dramatic 
motive. In the matter of taints, we are 
rather epicurean. You see, Ibsen 
stepped in with the finest “line” imag- 
inable—taints that were taints, so to 
speak, and he proved to us how tepid 
and how provincial we were with our 
eternal “coise of liquor.” Others came 
ahead with most fascinating taints. The 
“movies” took up the question, and add- 
ed to its pungency. ‘Then we reveled 
in inherited taints—and those are the 
very choicest brand—and studied them 
diligently, enlightening our daughters 
with delectable frankness. 

* * % 

It was therefore not at all surprising 
that we haughtily declined to patronize 
any further dalliance with the “‘coise 
of liquor.” After all, taints like every- 
thing else worth while, progress and 
“evolute.” So when Mr. Arnold Daly, 
under the tutelage of David Belasco, 
appeared in that liquor-‘‘coised” play 
entitled “The Very Minute,” we re- 
jected it most strenuously, and said all 
kinds of saucily superior things about it. 
It was withdrawn in such short shrift, 
that Mr. Belasco’s admirers were 
startled, and moved. Wonders would 
never cease! It was almost a shock to 
discover that S’James M.  Barrie’s 
one-act play “Old Friends,” produced 
at the Empire Theatre for the benefit 
of the Stage Women’s War Relief, was 
nothing but the “coise of liquor” all 
over again. Imagine Barrie, the much 
pete “fantasist,” “‘whimsyist” and 
“satirist,” actually playing with this 
trite and ineffably jejune topic! Alas, 
for S’James! 

+ * 

It was poor father in “Old Friends” 
who was tainted. Poor father was 
not the usual doddering brand of stage 
parent, but a pleasant young man, 


with hair just floured over the temples 
—not too much flour, you know, for it 
is so dreadfully expensive to-day. 


Ap- 


parently he has lived down his taint, 
but he trots it out for our benefit, and 
for that of the Rev. Dr. Carroll. His 
dear little daughter is just engaged to 
be married, and he is as happy as man 
could be, taint-freighted. He talks a 
good deal about “shadows” and about 
being afraid of the dark, and—you 
guess! As he sits there in the shadows, 
at the demise of the night, down the 
staircase, almost a la Lady Macbeth, 
comes dear little daughter, holding a 
lighted candle, but not washing her 
hands in invisible soap. She makes 
straight for the cellarette, where the 
“coise” is locked up, sees father, wrests 
from his sleeping hand the key of the 
“coise”-box, and is just about to take a 
nip, when poor father awakes, 


x * 


This is S’James, and not Theodore 
Kraemer! Father at once realizes the 
situation, and springs towards the little 
gell. He cries “Not that! Not that!” 
—or words to that effect. Then she 
confesses all, as she kneels, yea grovels, 
at his knee-cap. This midnight party 
is increased by the arrival on the scene 
of the poor wife, yet mother. She 
knew. Yes. ..she... knew. 

She turns and rends her liege lord, and 
upbraids him for the legacy he has be- 
queathed to her child, and the agony is 
quite acute. I couldn’t help wondering 
why, under the circs., the “liquor” 
was kept so prominently in view of the 
gell. ‘There it was in the cellarette, 
to be had for the unlocking. However, 
I presume it was there for the same rea- 
son that the poison in “The Case of 
Lady Camber” was there, and for the 
reasons that prompt the placing of dia- 
mond necklaces and hundreds of thou- 
sands of dollars, in bureau drawers, 
where they are easy to get at. “Old 
Friends” ended just because it had to 
end, and there was a cute interrogation 
mark. It was almost baffling, as the 
output of such an artist as_ Barrie. 
With Lyn Harding, and Eileen Huban 
in the cast, it received all the attention 
it deserved, and perhaps more. 

* * # 


Oh, I wish the drammer would “go 
dry.” I wish it would confine itself to 
afternoon tea, or to coffee in the smok- 
ing room, and would let the ‘“‘coise” 
alone. I must confess that when I hear 
cocktails, and highballs, and even Char- 
treuse alluded to as “liquor” it puts me 
off. The word “liquor” is disgusting, 
and so plebeian. Then, as I suggested 
above, we have better and richer taints. 
We had just been reveling in the de- 
cayed brain of Ibsen’s “Ghosts” hero, 





and “liquor” was a terrific anti-climax. 
That is what drink is: an anti-climax. 
I think it should be abolished from the 
stage. As a Barrie motive, it was posi- 
tively a crime. 

* * &* 


Fortunately for S’James’s reputation, 
one of his three plays proved to be a 
gem, lacking in the rather annoyingly 
“fantastic” qualities that are expected 
from this playwright. The playet was 
called “The Old Lady Shows Her 
Medals,” and was billed as a “salute” 
in one act. The central character was 
an old Scotch charwoman, who was ob- 
sessed by the war. She had nothing to 
give to it in the shape of sons, and all 
her cronies had surrendered their prog- 
eny to the cause. So she invented a 
son, in a delightfully Dickensonian way, 
and showed his letters to her pals. She 
had picked his name—which was also 
hers—from the newspapers, and had 
sent him cakes and clothes. Later, he 
appeared on the scene, and took the 
poor old girl to task for the liberties she 
had indulged in. Then, her exagger- 
ated maternal affection impressed him, 
and in a really exquisite epistle, he pro- 
posed to her, and asked her to be his 
mother. It was all most charming, and 
touching, and at the very close of the 
playlet, the old charwoman was alone 
again, the boy having been killed, and 
she was seen cherishing his medals and 
his cap. Miss Beryl Mercer, who 
played the charwoman, gave the finest 
performance I have seen this season. 
Her work was so “real” and so splen- 
didly untheatrical, that the young actress 
stamped herself upon our memories. 
This playlet was Dickensonianly Barrie 
and admirable. 

+ * # 


The other of the Barrie plays was 
“The New Word,” which sprouted an 
excellent idea—that of the restraint 
existing between father and son—that is 
to say, between English father and son © 
—in the average household. In the 
playlet, this was dissipated by the war. 
Father became tender and confidential, 
and son grew chatty and “human.” 
That was all, but it was an agreeable 
trifle. I am not at all sure that it was 
consistent with this climate, but people 
who understand Barrie, understand 
England, and English repression, Any- 
way, critics understand it, so it can al- 
ways be explained. I am inclined to 
think that the Barrie “cult” is on its 
last legs (with apologies to the Winter 
Garden) and that in a very short time 
we shall not be absolutely obliged to 
appreciate S’James at all. We shall be 
permitted to take him, or leave him—as 
we are not permitted to take or leave 
Galsworthy or Shaw. That will make 
it much more comfortable. I hate “en- 
dorsements” and all that sort of thing, 
and “cults” are merely refuges for the 
cowardly-minded, who are afraid of 
their own opinions. 











The New Rural Poetry 


HE insistent call of “Back to the 

i Soil!” has opened up new vistas 

of fact and fancy to many city 
dwellers, especially to poets. 

For instance. ‘The strident bird of 
the morning that wakes the bard-agri- 
culturist up before dawn to start his 
daily toil ought to come in for its share 
of eulogium. What an improvement it 
is over the old-fashioned alarm clock or 
the creaking dumb waiter! “To the 
Queen of Spades” might be the title of 
a sonnet celebrating the virtues of a 
useful implement instead of a pinochle 
accessory. It would be passed by any 
war-time censor. Then again, if the 
temperamental farmer during his urban 
life had developed decided opinions 
about the rest of mankind, he might in- 
dite a little ode “To My Cabbage 
Heads” with much feeling. We resist 
the temptation of even suggesting that 
there are poetic possibilities in chickens. 


How you feel—after a five minutes’ talk 
with an insurance agent 


THE Kaiser wants to put the “mock” 
in “democracy” and before we get 
through we'll take the “toot” out of 
‘Teutonic!—Town Topics. 


THe One: I was in Paris the other 
day, my boy; they give you most!) 
horseflesh in the restaurants now. 

THE Oruer: Really! <A la carte, | 
suppose.—The Tatler. 


Discretion 

OrpERLY OFrFicer: Why don’t you 
challenge me? 

Latest Catiep-Up Recruit: I 
didn’t know you were coming. 

OrpverRty Orricer: What did the 
corporal say when he posted you? 

Recruit: I wouldn’t like to repeat it 
to an officer, sir.—Punch. 


Checkmated 


“T want a checked vest.” 
“How long do you want it?” 
“Until it wears out.”—Record. 





Twenty Million Miles of Telephone Wire 


The telephone wire in use in 
the Bell System is long enough 
to run from the earth to the 
moon and back again forty 
times. 


The Bell System has about 
twice as much telephone wire 
as all Europe. 


More than 500,000 new tele- 
phones are being added to 
the Bell System yearly—almost 
as many as the total number of 
telephones in England. 


In twelve months the Bell 
System adds enough telephones 


to duplicate the entire telephone 
systems of France, Italy and 
Switzerland combined. 


In proportion to population 
the extension of the Bell System 
in the United States is equal in 
two years to the total telephone 
progress of Europe since the 


telephone was invented—a 
period of about forty years. 


The Bell System fills the tele- 
phone needs of the American 
people with a thoroughness and 
a spirit of public service which 
are without parallel the world 


over. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One System 


Universal Service 























When You Write to 
Him at the Front— 


Tell him that you are 
sending him Puck. 
Nothing you send 
could bring more down- 
right enjoyment than 
the regular arrival of 
Puck, THE PaTRIOTIC 
PAPER. 

$1.00 for 12 Numbers 


PUCK, 95 Madison Ave., New York 











Little Laughs 








“There will be fewer divorces,” she 
said to a reporter, “when men treat 
women as their equals. 

““*Do you know the kina of wife my 
ideal is?’ a married man once said to me. 

“ ‘Of course I do,’ said I. ‘Your ideal 
wife is the kind that’s tickled to death 
over a birthday present of a bag of 
flour.’ ”’"—Washington Star. 


The New Republic 


“England will soon be a republic if 
she changes her money to dollars and 
cents.” 

“How’s that?” 

“Have to give up her sovereigns.” — 


The Lamb. 


He Knew 


“Oh, come! come!” we sneered. “Did 
you ever actually know any person who 


was buried alive?” 


“Well,” replied the venerable Mis- 


sourian, “I once had a second cousin who 
was elected Lieutenant-Governor.”— 
New York American. 


Betrayed 


_ The other night 
I went to the theater 
With a low-brow friend 
And the orchestra played 
“The Little Brown Jug. 
And he thought 
It was the national anthem 
And stood up, 
And I did, too, 
Darn him. 

—Arkansas Gazette. 


” 








Grow 


“The Patriotic Paper’ 
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All Hours Speed Evenly With a 


“CHRONOS” Watch 


Chronos Watches neither lag nor hasten; they keep 
serenely and accurately on their way—splendid time- 
keepers. That was our first concern, in choosing them 
to bear our name and our guarantee. 


Then we saw to grace of design in the cases; pleasing 
variety of sizes and models, for men and women, boys 
and girls; and, last but not least, moderate prices. 


Chronos Watches are American made. These styles :— 


Chronos Watches for Women and Misses 


Silver, open-face cases, 11-jewel movement.............. $12.00 
Gold filled, 20-year guaranteed open-face cases; 11-jewel 
movement 


Chronos Watches for Men and Boys 


Silver open-face cases, 11-jewel movement 

Gold-filled, 20-year guaranteed open-face cases, 11-jewel 
RI I ee : 
17-jewel movement 

Gold-filled, 25-year guaranteed open-face cases, 17-jewel 
adjusted movement 24.25 
21-jewel adjusted movement 

14k gold open-face cases, 11-jewel movement 
EL a 
17-jewel adjusted movemen $33.75 to 38.00 

14k gold hunting case, 15-jewel movement 45.00 

14k gold open-face case, 21-jewel adjusted movement..... 67.00 

Street floor, Central Building. 
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Nature’s Call 
Outdoors 


is best answered and enjoyed by those 
having at hand a supply of 


we 


A Pleasant Beverage and 





sale in Europe at the various branches of the HE ‘ ¥ 
International News Co., and the Atlas Publishing 5 i " enthusiasm and responsiveness 
and Distributing Co.; Brentano’s, Paris; Wm. which it infuses into country life 
Dawson & Sons and W. H. Smith & Sons, Lon- dates back to the days of Robin Hood | Sunny Brook Distillery Co 
don; Hachette et Cie, Paris, and Basle, Lausanne and Sherwood Forest. ! ae Louisville, Ky he: 
and Geneva, Switzerland. Order a supply and enjoy the happy life 
London Office: Puck, 6 Henrietta Street, Co- Apply to nearest dealer or write to 
e. 


vent Garden, Ww. C.H. EVANS&SONS, Hudson, N.Y. 


A Pure. Wholesome Tonic 
DISTILLED BY 
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Scissored Smiles 
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Ah, Liberty! 


First Cow: It is going to be an 
awful summer for us. 

Seconp Cow: Yes, it will probably 
be treason to kick the farm help.—New 
York Sun. 


The Burial of Hopes 

F. Peter Dunne, of Dooley fame, 
once told a story about the evening 
paper in which Mr. Dooley first made 
his appearance—an ill-fated sheet which 
the gods loved. One day, just before 
the end, a funeral passed the office with 
a band playing the Dead March from 
“Saul.” The editor and Mr. Dunne 
watched it with emotion and fear. “Can 
it be,” they whispered, “our subscriber?” 





Bonehead 

“G’wan, nigger, you-all ain’t got no 
sense nohow.”’ 

‘“Ain’t got no sense? 
haid for?” 

“Dat thing? Dat ain’t no haid, nig- 
ger; dat’s jes er button on top er yo body 
ter keep yer backbone from unravelin’.”’ 


—The Lamb. 


Whut’s dis yere 


Not Effective 


“Now,” said the doctor to the young 
married man, “if you will take this medi- 
cine, you will sleep like a baby.” 

The patient surveyed the prescription 
doubtfully. 

“Well, doctor,” he answered, “if you 
mean like our baby, I guess I won't 


take it.’—New York American. 
His Rights 
“Why did you strike this man?” 


asked the Judge sternly. 

“He called me a liar, your honor,” 
replied the accused. 

“Is that true?” asked the Judge, turn- 
ing to the man with the mussed-up face. 

“Sure, it’s true,” said the accuser. “I 
called him a liar because he is one, and I 
can prove it.” 

“What have you got to say to that?” 
asked the Judge of the defendant. 

“It’s got nothing to do with the case, 
your honor,” was the unexpected reply. 
“Even if I am a liar, I guess I’ve got a 
right to be sensitive about it, ain’t I ?”’— 
Topeka State Journal. 











Do you have weak arches? 
Then you need the Foster 
Orthopedic Heel which 
gives that extra: support 
where needed. Especially 
valuable to policemen, mo- 
tormen, conductors, floor 
walkers and all who are on 
their feet a great deal. 75c 
attached of your dealer-—— 
or _— ,0stpaid upon re- 


er of 50c. and outline of 





Go along as you please on 


cATS PAW 


RUBBER HEELS 


Stop—start!—wind in and out the maze 
of traffic—quickly—sure-footedly. 


Slipping is the biggest danger in your 
daily life When your brain says, “slow 
down” or “step lively” there must be 


no foot-treachery. 


Good 


Paws that ease your steps make walking 


safe. 


reason. 


Cat’s Paws contain no dirt-carrying holes, and 
they cost no more than the ordinary kind. 


105 Federal Street - - 







This 
Foster 
Friction 
Plug 
Prevents 
Slipping 


CUSHION 


The same Cat’s 


news, friends! 


That Foster Friction Plug is the 


50 cts. attached— White, 
Tan & Gray. For Men, 
Women and Children, 


FOSTER RUBBER CO. 
Boston, Mass. 


Originators and Patentees of the Foster 
Friction Plug which prevents slipping. 

















WANTED: AN IDEA 


Who can think of some simple thing to 
= songhd Protect your ideas, they may 
ring you wealth. Write for 
Inventions” and list of Patent Buyers. 
Randolph & Co., Patent Attorneys, Dept. 165, Washington, 0.C. 


**Needed 








Comics, Cartoons, Com 

mercial, Newspaper and 

Magazine Illustrating. 

e Pastel and Crayon Vortraita, 
Earn $25 to 6200 a week. 

iy our simple method your 

talent is quickly developed with- 

out Interfering with present work. 


By’ Mal} or Local Classes. Small sums you now fritter away pay your tule 
jor tering, list of svccessful pupils and instruction Tombod PRER. 


ASSOCIATED ART STUDIOS 222 Flatiron Ballding, Sow Tort 








"The NIGHTwear of a Nation! 
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1881 ” 










































WHERE SHALLI 
GO TO-NIGHT 


Piays Now in 
New York 








Evenings at 8.20 


Gaiety Theatre Matines Wed, ana 


Turn to the Right 


“UNDILUTED JOY” —WORLD 





After the Play Visit Atop <=" 
NEW ZIEGFELD = Mitac 


of the Worid 


MIDNIGHT FROLIC 


30 Most Beautiful Girls in the World 


SHUBERT ATTRACTIONS 
IN NEW YORK 


WINTER GARDEN. . PASSING SHOW 





SHUBERT........ Her Soldier Boy 
(| You’re in Love 
MAXINEELLIOTT’S, Loveo’ Mike 
NEW BIJOU.......... The Knife 
ee His Little Widows 








TYSON-CO. 


BEST SEATS 
For Theatres, Opera, Concerts and Other ‘Amusements 
TICKETS AT THE FOLLOWING HOTELS: 
Hotel Knickerbocker The Vanderbilt Hotel Savoy 


Hotel Belmont Imperial Hotel Claridge 
Waldorf-Astoria Holland House Marie Antoinette 
Hotel Astor Murray Hill The Wolcott 

The Plaza St. Regis The Breslin 
Hotel Martinique Le Marquis _ Ritz Carlton 

503 Fifth Avenue Stratford House 


Main Office, 1482 Broadway Tel. Bryant 9000 
































For Three 


Generations 


—From stage coach days to 
Twentieth Century Limited— 


Old Overholt Rye 
**Same for 107 Years”’ 
Has been a universal favorite. 
It is a full bodied, straight Penn- 
sylvania Rye. Aged in the 

wood, bottled in bond. 


A. Overholt & Co. Pittsburgh, Pe. 

















’GF BRAINS 


IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST& 


























How the pedestrian says it happened 











MADAME, Wit YOU 

KINDLY MOVE. I 

WovLD LIKE To 
GeTs6 











And the motorist’s point of view 


Neckties 

The necktie is almost the only excuse 
for the average male neck. Without it, 
there is little or no doubt that a strong 
effort would be made by Congress to 
abolish necks entirely. 

The only person who has no need of 
a necktie is the soldier, whose clothes 
are made in such a manner that they 
conceal the place which a necktie usual- 
ly occupies. One good way of raising a 
large army would be to abolish the neck- 
tie, and then abolish persons who looked 
disreputable without neckties. Every- 
body would then hasten to join the army, 
which looks better without neckties 
than the best tango specialist in New 
York looks in a six-dollar cravat. 

It is not known who invented the 
present method of adjusting a necktie; 
but in his own way, he was as much of 
a genius as James Watt, Nikola Tesla, 
Orville Wright, or the gentleman who 
blew himself through the roof while dis- 
covering gunpowder. The knot of the 
ordinary four-in-hand necktie is as much 
of a dark mystery to one who has had 
no experience with it as is a sulphur 





match, an alarm-clock or the Boston ac- 
cent. The person who figured it out 
must have sat up nights for several 
weeks, 

The necktie has more swear-words to 
its credit than any other section of 
wearing-apparel. Necktie owners usu- 
ally swear when they take their neck- 
ties home after purchasing them and see 
how loud they look, when they try to tie 
them and bungle the job, when they 
find that they are stuck in their collars 
and can’t be pulled through without pull- 
ing off their heads, when they receive 
them as Christmas gifts, when they break 
their fingernails untying them, when they 
discover that they are frayed, and when 
the bills come in. 

The persistence which some persons 
display in purchasing neckties demon- 
strates conclusively that members of the 
human race are gluttons for punishment. 





Arithmetic 


“T’ve learned,” said the aged egg, 
“that ten years make one decayed.”— 
Chaparral. 
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Two Ruined Reputations 


It was a gloomy day in the heart 
of the vasty deep. 

The sea-serpent was tying himself 
in knots in his nervous rage. His sea- 
green mane looked tangled and un- 
kempt, proving conclusively that he had 
lost the old proud confidence which had 
always led him to keep his mane fluffy 
and well-marcelled. 

“Holy mackerel!” he howled, biting 
his left flipper and tying a clove-hitch in 
his tail. “Holy mackerel, the reputation 
that I have built up by years of patient 
and unremitting endeavor is being shot 
to pieces in a few short months! It is 
more than I can bear!” 

“Same here!” groaned a pallid, hag- 
gard-looking shark with bloodshot eyes. 
“I had a reputation that was interna- 
tional in its scope. Every summer re- 
sort on the coast was thoroughly fa- 
miliar with me. But things are dif- 
ferent now!” 

“T should say they are!” shrieked the 
sea-serpent. “I used to get my name 
in all the newspapers at least five times 
every summer. Every good sailing mas- 
ter on the coast saw me once every five 
years without fail; and things were get- 
ting so that my appearance and meas- 
urements were gradually becoming stan- 
dardized. Everybody was learning to 
tell the same story about me! ‘Those 
were the happy days!” 

“True! Too, too true!” groaned the 
shark. 

“But now,” howled the sea-serpent, 
churning the water into a foam with 
his tail, “now nobody ever sees me! No- 
body sees anything but submarines! And 
people’s imaginations are working so 
much better, too! The man who used 
to imagine that he saw me can now 
imagine that he sees ten submarines in 
the same amount of seconds. It’s down- 
right discouraging, that’s what it is!” 

“You said a_ pageful, brother!” 
whimpered the shark. ‘The people up 
and down the cozst who used to mis- 
take floating boxes, old boards, pieces of 
seaweed, harmless porpoises and drift- 
wood for me, now mistake them for 
submarines. It isn’t right! Down with 
everything!” 

“Down with everything!” echoed the 
sea-serpent. So saying, he tied a slip- 
noose in his tail, threw it around his 
neck, and deliberately began to choke 
himself to death. 


The Purist 


THE Manacer (at rehearsal, to the 
leading lady): ’Ere, Miss Mortimer, 
you mustn’t talk like that to the duke. 
You wouldn’t say, “Wot are you 
a-doin’?” You’ve got to speak real 
English. You must say, “Wot are you 
a-doin’ of ?”’—T' he Sketch. 


Astonishing! 


“An electrically operated washing ma- 
chine has been invented that also dries 
clothes by centrifugal force without re- 
moving them.” —Exchange. 











PREFERRED BY GENTLEMEN NOW AS THEN 
Richmond Va. Ye aN 
‘ CT ‘ ~~ 
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“... In those days it was no uncommon sight to see the Statesmen, dur- 
ing a recess, discussing Ways and Means over their Virginia cigarettes,” 


These famous cigarettes have always been in demand. And fortunately 
for you, they're not imported. Their good Virginia tobacco is grown right 
here—it pays no import duty—all the value in “Richmond Straight Cuts” 
is in the cigarette, where it should be. If you don’t know the old-time deli- 
cacy of good Virginia tobacco—you should try “Richmond Straight Cuts.” 


Richmond Straight Cut 


CIGARETTES Plain or Cork Tip 


In Neat Boxes—Fifteen Cents 


Also in attractive tins, 50 for 40 cents; 100 for 75 
cents. Sent prepaid if your dealer cannot supply you. 
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There is beauty 


—in a suit of any dark fabric, 
with white or light colored 
trimmings, only when the light 
parts are kept absolutely clean. 


A little 


CARPONA 


Cleaning F luid 






—used each day will keep the white parts 
fresh indefinitely and your suit or dress 
looking like new. Carbona cannot injure 
the most delicate fabric or color and— 
it will not explode 
15c.—25c.—50c.—$1.00 bottles. At all druggists 



















































































Travel 
The Water Way 

Railroad tickets are honored 
for transportation on all D & C 


line steamers without extra 
charge. 


Daily service between Detroit 
and Buffalo; also between De- 
troit and Cleveland, and_be- 
tween ‘Toledo and Put-in-Bay. 
Four trips weekly between. Tol- 
edo, Detroit, Mackinac Island 
and Lake Huron way ports. 

Send 2c stamp tor illustrated 
pamphlet and Great Lakes Map. 
Address L. G. Lewis, 15 Third Bt., 
Detroit, Mich. 


DETROIT & CLEVELAND 
NAVIGATION COMPANY 


Phillip H. McMillan, Pres. 
A. A. Schantz, Vice-Pres. & Gen. Mgr. 
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Philadelphia 
‘Walnut at 13%: 
Centrally located 
Distinctive service 
Excellent cuisine 
Room with bath, $2up 





Mgr: 





























































The Fat Abdomen 


Is unnecessary. Wear “The 
Belt with Life init.’’ Nothing 
everlike it. Immediate bene- 
fit, tones up the flabby, sag- 
ging musclesand speedily cor- 
rectsthisunhealthy unsightly, 
debilitating condition. For 
menand women. Onapproval. 


Write for particulars. 


ALISON CO., Buffalo, N. Y. 




















An intelligent person may earn $100 monthly 
corresponding for newspapers; $40 to $50 
monthly in spare time; experience unnecessary; 
no canvassing; subjects suggested. Send for 

rticulars, 

ational Press Bureau, Room 3052, Buffalo, N. Y. 











Culled on the Campus 
J) 


PARLOR-SNAKE (to correspondent 
lately returned from the front): And 
was the Russian offensive as you had ex- 
pected ? 

War CorRRESPONDENT: Oh, 
Only much more so.— Minnehaha. 











yes— 





Astor: I say, lend me a dollar for 
a week, old man? 

Wa.porF: I might; who 
weak old man ?—Brunonian. 


is this 


THe Man: Maud says she is ready 
to make up, if you are, 

THe Cat: Judging from her com- 
plexion I should think she would be 
ready.—M inne haha. 


He: That girl reminds me of a 
violin. 

SHE: In what way? 

He: Why, I’ve never 
out a beau.—Burr. 





seen her with- 


“Dearest George, if you use such 
silly language in your next letter as 
you did in your last, I shall return it 
unopened.” —Orange Peel. 

YOUNGSTER: Just throw me a few 
of those trout. 

FISHERMAN: Throw them? 

YouncsTer: Yes, then I can go 
home and tell my mother I caught 
them.—Burr. 





Poker: What are shamrocks? 
Cuips: Imitation bricks—Medley. 


Sue: When I changed from high to 
low— 

He: Why, I didn’t know you had a 
car. 

Sue: No, I meant shoes.—Froth. 

Chappie takes pleasure in presenting 
what he believes to be the shortest poem 
ever written. It is entitled: “The An- 
tiquity of the Microbe.” It follows: 

Adam 


Had ’em. 





Chaparral. 


The teacher was describing the dol- 
phin and its habits. 

“And, children,” she said impressive- 
ly, “a single dolphin will have two 
thousand offspring.” 

“Goodness!” gasped a little girl in 
the back row. “And how about mar- 
ried ones?” —Lampoon. 


“Now,” said Nimrod, handing me a 
gun, “all we have to do is to shoot a 
wildcat. Then the reel is over.” 

“Shoot a what?” I replied. 

“A wildcat.” 

“Who’d you say had to shoot this 
animal ?” 

a. 

“Us? No, no, man—the ‘s’ is off!!” 

—Brunonian. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.”’ 
50c. the case of six glass stoppered bottles. 














Face Comfort 


After you shave, refresh 
your face, cool and heal 
the skin, and prevent chap- 
ping by ails a_ small 
amount o 


Hinds 


HONEY AND ALMOND 


Cream 


Its daily use quickly 
brings such comfort tc the 
skin and so greatly improves 
its condition that Hinds 
Cream becomes a necessity 
to men who shave them- 
selves. Try it. 


Send 2c stamp for 
samples of Cream. 


Atall Druggists and Dept. Stores, or postpaid 
by us on receipt of price. Hinds Cream in 
bottles, 50c; Cold Cream in tubes, 25c. 


TRY HINDS CREAM 
TOILET SOAP. 


Its fragrant, creamy 
foam softens and 
freshens the skin. 10c 
and 25c. Trial cake, 
5c postpaid. 


A. S. HINDS 


218 West Street 
Portland, Me. 































































~ Do Business by Mail "a 


_ em ~ with accurate lists of pros- 
pects. Our catalogue contains vital informa- 
tion on Mail Advertising. Also prices and 
quantity on 6,000 national mailing lists, 99%, 
guaranteed. Such as: 
War Material Mfrs. 
Cheese Box Mfrs. 
Shoe Retailers Auto Owners 
Contractors Tin Can Mirs. 
Druggists Farmers, Etc, 
Write for this valuable reference book; also 
prices and samples of fac-simile letters. 
Have us write or revise your Sales Letters, 


Ross-Gould, 1023-V Olive St. 


Ross-Gould 
Mailing 
| es 2 eet oe 















Wealthy Men 
Axle Grease Mfrs. 
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Friend: 
know when things are done ? 
Bride: 


The Changing Farmer 


The residents of Aroostook County, 
Maine, where potatoes and the “By 
Heck” brand of conversation are raised 
with such fluency, are creating a violent 
to-do because they are having a bit of 
trouble in obtaining quick delivery of 
the large, dark green automobiles which 
they have purchased out of last year’s 
profits. 

This gives us an insight into the con- 
vulsive changes that have taken place in 
farm life during the past few years. In 
the days of old, the farmer’s wife de- 
veloped acute melancholia because she 
had nothing to listen to except the hoarse 
ticking of the kitchen clock and the 
nerve-racking purring of the cat behind 
the stove. The only excitement in farm 
life was hearing the hired man wash his 
face at the kitchen sink or discovering 
an answer to a conundrum in the Old 
Farmer’s Almanack. 

To-day the silence of the farm is 
broken ever and anon and generally 
oftener by the staccato explosions of the 
family automobiles as they are tuned up 
for the day’s pleasures. The erstwhile 


I don’t see how you can cook and play at the same time. 






How do you 


Oh, when I smell something burning! 


dulness of the dinner hour is now enliv- 
ened by tales of how near the farmer 
came to hitting Neighbor Littlefield in 
the back while taking a corner at sev- 
enty-eight miles an hour, or how he 
coaxed eighty-two miles out of the old 
boat while racing Neighbor Perkins to 
the county seat. 

The time-worn ejaculation of “Gol- 
durn it” has been replaced in rural com- 
munities by the more enlightened and 
refined cry of “Good Night!” Over- 
alls, the old straw bonnet and_ calico 
dresses are rapidly being supplanted by 
English flannels, nobby feltings and Pa- 
risian gowns. Instead of eating apples 
and playing checkers until the witching 
hour of 8:30 p.m., the farmer’s family 
now piles into the old 60-horsepower 
shay and is yanked twelve miles to the 
movies in sixteen and one-half minutes. 

Back to the soil for excitement. 


Proper Remedy 
Wiis: Bump has a very squeaky 
voice. He ought to do something for it. 
Gituis: He does. He gets oiled al- 
most every night. 















Most home made things 
are good—but draw the 
line at home made wine 
and home mixed cock- 
tails. Have a bottle of 


Club Cocktails 


on the ice, so you need 
not dilute the flavor by 
shaking. Your guests 
will find the Club Cock- 


tail flavor in harmony 
with the other perfect- 
ed details of your hos- 
pitality. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 


Importers of the Famous 


BRAND’S A-1 SAUCE 


Hernia Need Not 
Keep You From 

our 
Favorite 
Sport 


OES your rup- 
D ture bar you 
from the exer- 
cise which you used »* / 
to enjoy when phys- >-~ 
ically sound? 
There is a way by which 
you can enjoy the sports 
now denied you. It will 
be found in the Brooks 
Rupture Appliance. Many 
a ruptured person, with this aid, is followe 
ing, practically all of the pursuits of an 
entirely ell individual. 
Because the Brooks Rupture Appliance is made to 
the individual measure of the wearer, it fits per- 
fectly Because it fits perfectly it Rive s complete sup- 
port to the injured portions, permittins one to enjo 
any exercise not too violent. Because of its sot 


pn umatic cushion, it adheres to the flesh and slip- 
ping is impossible. 


Ordered by War Department 


The Brooks Rupture Avoliance has been ordered 
for the Past nine ye ars by the United States Depart- 
ment of War. e Surgeon-General in referring to 
the Appliance : states that the Examining Surgeons 
ha e ‘certified in each case that the Appliance wes 
satisfactory." Hundreds of Brooks Rupture Ap 
ances have beer sold to the War Department, — 
never has or” heen returned to us as unsatisfactory 
It wi! be very easy for you to obtain one of these 
ap~liances on free trial to test its worth. If you are 
not entirely satisfied with it your money will be 
cheerfully refunded. And the price you will find to 
be remarkably low. Remember, we are a sanitarium, 
not a factory. 


Use the coupon. Use it now. 
BROOKS APPLIANCE COMPANY 
8 of Orth 
489 State Street Marshall, Mich, U.S.A. 
1 should like to receive, in a plain poagper and without 


obligating myself ini ny way, full details concerning the 
Brooks Rupture Appliance. 













Name 





Address 





City State 










































Important Announcement 





Puck is about to make an entirely new step 
| in American journalism—revolutionary in 

that it establishes not only a new type of satirical journal, 

but adopts a period of issuance novel to this country. 


=, Rapip.y as we move in America, there yet 


appears to be room for a periodical that 
comes to us at an interval midway between the weekly 
and the monthly. The weekly field is full to. over- 
crowding; as a fortnightly, PUCK will occupy a place 
distinctively its own. . Hereafter, therefore, you may 


look for 





We 
Jsovtnightly 


BEGINNING WITH THIS NUMBER 





Es =o Ai subscriptions have been advanced sufficiently to 
s 
™. 


cover the number of copies made necessary by the 
*s. change in the frequency of issue. Our readers will find in the 


4 ‘s. New Fortnightly a bigger, better, sprightlier publication than ever, 
tn, 2 *s, and they will receive the full number of copies to which their 


6,550. *S. original subscription entitles them. 
S 





A dollar bill pinned to this coupon will put Puck on probation for 
the next Twelve Numbers. Forwarded to some friend at the 
front, or in the training camp, it will tide over many weary 


*s, hours. Do you know any other way of spending a dollar so 
*. profitably? 
~ The next issue of Puck will be dated 
‘ey % July 5, on all newsstands June 29 
¢ 























Facts? Yes, and something more— 

Consider ‘‘The Negro,” that picture of the 
sad, happy, lovable, tragic race—the American 
Peasant. Or consider ‘‘ Mr. Riley,”’ that inti- 
mate portrait of the “dear and jaunty figure” 
of the Hoosier poet, not disdainful of sportive 
handsprings on the front lawn yet doughtily in- 
sistent on his right to be called ‘‘ Mister” Riley. 





Or ‘““The Most Interesting American,” a por- 
trait limned with such tempered enthusiasm 
that the very Roosevelt strides through the 
pages, smiles at you (that smile!) and grips 
your hand. Or ‘‘What Happened in Cali- 
fornia,” that brilliant analysis of men and 
motives which reveals that the 1916 election 
result— astounding to the East—is as simply 
explained as a child’s sum. 





Or “One Year Dry,” a story full of human 
touches by a former ‘‘wet”’ leader, telling 
what the State-wide ban on booze does 
and doesn’t do. Or “Our Challenge to 
Germany,’ that relentless arraignment of 
illegal submarine warfare and bugle call to 
America to defend the freedom of the seas. 


These articles, picked at random from recent 
issues, are typical of those found in Collier’s, 
week by week. 
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BLANCHARD PRESS 
NEW YORK 








VW, 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 





Any conscientious observer can compile facts. 
But only a writer of art and imagination can 
give them //fe, truth, convincing power. 


“The Negro’ is called by a prominent 
colored writer “the fairest statement anent 
the negro, his trials, tribulations, and triumphs 
that has ever appeared in print,” a view that 
echoes the progressive sentiment of both 
races, North and South. ‘‘What Happened 
in California” is at once accepted by doth 
parties on the Coast as the final statement. 
Prohibition workers everywhere call ‘“‘One 
Year Dry” a smashing national blow for their 
cause. Collier’s in its handling of the War 
and international situation is hailed from 
East to West as the leader of those agencies 
which have awakened America to the real 
meaning of the conflict to her. 


Thus Collier’s is aiding the nation to develop 
according to the American plan—freedom 
and equal opportunity for all, a government 
for the sake of the governed. Thus Collier’s 
is bringing to the consciousness of the Amer- 
ican people the power and the duty in the 
world of a nation built on these ideals. 


This is another way in which Collier’s earns 
the right to its title ‘“ The National Weekly.”’ 
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OD 


Fresh, with the fragrance of Springtime —Sweet, with 
the ripe fruits of summer—Red_ with the blushes of 
Autumn-—Chilled, with the white snows of Winter. 
The delicious gift of all seasons —the refreshing drink 
of the year 

Demand the Aetuine by full name— 
nicknames encourage substitution 


THE COCA-COLA COMPANY. ATLANTA. GA. 
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